Weep not for the Departed, 





O’er the grave of the lowly, 
0, why should we weep, 
The angels that guard them, 
Their treasures will keep: 
And the sun that rolls down 
O’er the wastes of the deep, 
On the tomb of the sleepers, 
Shines playfully. 


They are freed from the turmoil, 
From darkness and strife, 
From passions unbridled, 
When conquests were rife, 
And storms of oppression, 
Embittering life 
Till it’s shadowy gloom, 
Falls mournfully 


On this beautiful earth 

Ilow fleet were the hours; 
Jtow resplendent the skies, 
Ilow fair were the flowers, , 
That bloomed hy their pathway, 
And bright suns arise, 

That arise to illumine 
Earths drapery. 


To the brigat star of promise, Ss 
That hope of the bless'd, 
That guides our frail bark 
Tro a haven of rest, f 
T'o that beacon we tern. OO 7 7 nahe 
When from arth we recede, ¢ CL AF PAS ‘s 
In its light we may trust a 
And joyfully. . Yi arta Va 
P. B. W. 
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